of currants which, with water, she tongues slowly one by one.
Her sole work of art: her body. Slowly, for him, she sculpts it and the planes of her face.
Crumbs on water swell into elusive white blossoms, vanishing bridal bouquet. As she treads to stay above the glazed surface, she If sparrows peck them up, they'll be more nourishing, at least than bread crumbs.
Her father, traitor to her mother, to her, hidden behind a curtain while she struggles again to avoid being the dead girl. lead her down to the margin of the dark river.
As she rehearses aquatic solos, I will show her lover a high path, beneath question-mark clouds yet above the treacherous racing water.
